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D. H. Lawrenct 

Your cargo; breath from breath 
Let them disencumber your bounty, let them all share. 

I imagine dead hands are brighter, 

Their ringers in sunset shine 
With jewels of passion once broken through you as a prism. 

Dead breasts are whiter 

For your wrath ; and yes, I opine 
They anoint their brows with your blood, as a perfect 
chrism. 

It is evident you were right — 

There are bounds to break, 
Sumptuous passage from sight, 
For you, and sighs down the white 

Path of your wake. 

Now to the dead you've given 

Your last allegiance. 
But woe unto us who are driven 
After you, hostile to heaven 

And its hateful legions. 

BREAD UPON THE WATERS 

So, you are lost to me. 

Ah you, you ear of corn straight lying, 
What food is here for the darkly flying 
Fowls of the Afterwards? 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

White bread afloat on the waters. 
Cast out by the hand that scatters 
Food untowards, 

Will you come back when the tide turns? 
After many days ? My heart burns 
To know. 

Will you come back after many days 
To say your say as a traveller says 
More marvel than woe? 

Drift then, for the soundless birds, 
As fish, in their shadow-waved herds, 
To approach you. 

Drift then, bread cast out; 
Drift, lest I fall in doubt 
And reproach you. 

For you are lost to me! 



PENTECOSTAL 

Shall I tell you, then, how it is? 

There came a cloven gleam, 
Like a tongue of darkened flame, 
To burn in me. 
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